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Address to the reader. 



£ea»2<$9&a&3H»± 



v^hief, comrade, foldier, warrior of the wave! 

Whoe'er thou art that (halt this lay perufe, 
If there, thyfelf or fome companion brave 

Unfung remain, ah ! do not harfh accufe 

Of cold negleft the unoffending Mufe ; 
She pafled in filence many an honoured friend, 

Nor to the brave unknown did praife refufe* 
The fame fhe gives fhall trifling luftre lend, 
The fame your valour won, with time alone 
fhall end. 



IV- 

If one brave foldier's heart the verfe fhall pain, 

In cold oblivion let it early die ; 
Vain were all praife, if ever praife it gain 

To pay the Bard for one accufing figh^ 
For one tear wrung from hurt afFe&ion's eye, 
Far other hope induced the rafli eflay, 
To ftrike the harp of martial minftrelfy, 
The hope to pleafe thofe friends that far away 
Jlail beneath milder Ikies Britannia's genial day. 

Put if fome comrade of that glorious morn 

The ftrain perufing finds his bofom glow, 
(Back to the fight on fancy's pinion borne) 

As when he daundefs rufh'd upon the foe; 

If fome lorn heart find folace of its woe, 
The praife of him that conq'ring fell to read, 

And for the youth in glorious death laid low 
Some gentle bolbm ceafe a while to bleed, 
Great were the Bard's reward, his toils wer$ 
blefs'd indeed, 



THE 



STORM OF CORNEELIS 



CANTO FIRST. 



THE MARCH. 

JL HE batteries had ceafed to play, 

That veil'd the face of dawning day, 
With clouds of lurid fmoke ; 

Thro* the wood no more, with horrid crafti, 

The rending fhot was heard to dafh, 

No more the ruin-be^jjg flieli 
On trench, or wood, c? avenue, 
That long this game of war fhall rue, 

With hiding fufe impetuous fell, 
Or high in fragments broke. 

O'er river, wood, and corfe-ftrewed plain 

Midnight holds her filent reign, 

Save, when hoarfe the Ghekko's* croak, 

On the awful ftillnefs broke ; 



• A fpecies of the lizard tribe, fo called from the loud and 
di final noifeit makes, which is heard mod in the night. 
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Save, when from the hoftile camp^ 

Shouts difcordant found,* 
As the foe with weary tramp 

Pace their nightly round. 
Watchful now, for well they know, 
Britain meditates a blow, 
To lay their three-hued banner low ; 
And, where now it flaunting plays, 
The ftandard of the Ifles to raife. 

Now beneath the (tars' faint luftre, 
Briftling deep, our columns form i 

Silently each band we mufter, 
Panting for the coming ftorm* 
Calmly brave with piercing fight 
Our leader fees each formed aright, 
Bids them fix each bayonet bright 

To fheathe it in the Foe* 
Places firft the Pioneer^^,^ 
The tangled wpodland^to clear, 
The ladder long and huge to bear, 
The axe to hew the palifade, 
The weighty fhovel, pick, and fpade. 

To lay their ramparts low, 
JHe places, too, the gunner band, f 
Spunge-ftaff, fledge, and fpike in hand } 



* At timet the enemy raifed a great fhout, which feemed to run 
all round their works* 

t Commanded by Captain Byers, of the Royal Artillery^ 
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That the foeman's captured gunS, 
As from the fierce attack he runs, 

To tuf n agalnft his flying bands : 
Thefe, if he dire make head again, 
With well-placed blow, laid on amain, 
Shall leave them ufelefs in his hands* 
Theti iii order huge and long, 
Like the fw^mp-fed (erpent trailing, 

Sweeps the vaiiant train along, 
Where's the heart that dreams of failing f 
Gallant Leader, — Was not thine ! 

Nought thy fteadfaft foul could alter ; 
Countlefs foes, and guarded line, 

Ne'er could make thy fpirit faultef ; 
There a Soldier's death might lay thee 

Drench'd in gore on honor's bed 
Thoughts like thefe, could ne'er difmay thee, 
Lofs of fame thy only dread. 
Now o'er Sloakkan's fluggilh flood, 
Thro' the path that threads the wood. 

Our march is fcarcely heard. 
But hark ! A (hot, and voices ! Halt t 
" God fend our guide be not in fault l* 
A fmall patrole is forward thrown,— 
All's well ! the picquet is our oWii, 
And " forward" is the word. 
But foon our wary leader's breaft 
Labours, with frefh doubt opprefs'd j 

3 2 
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The guides confufed appear,* 
They point the path-way to the right, 
That, in the dubious (hades of night, 
Would feem the road to fhameful flight, 

And lead us to the rear. 
'Tis not in the battle's ftrife, 
^A moment s fpace 'twixt death and life,— 
Tis not 'mid the cannon's roar, 
While each furrow ftreams with gore 
Gufhing faft with purple tide, — 
'Tis not there, the hero's tried ; — 
But when he feels his courage vain, 
When fad prefages rack his brain,— 
Tis, when thou lands turn the eye 
Their Leader's altered look to fpy, 
All to him in filence bending, 
All their hopes on him depending ; 
While his foul with anguifh burning, 
Sees the nice poifed balance turning 
'Twixt the blame of defperate fight, 
Or the fhame of needlefs flight : 
When he thinks of comrades brave t 
Rufhing to a certain grave, 

Liflening oft with anxious ear, 
As on the foeman's flank they hang, 



* A circum (lance particularly did re fling in the intricate coun- 
try the column had to pafs ; interfered with ravines, en clotures, 
betel gardens, (which are like hop grounds) and other obftacles* 

+ Alluding to the other columns that were to attack in concert* 
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His brave bands huzza to hear, 
And their mufquets deadly clang, 

Who, when thrice outnumbered falling, 
Trampled in the hoftile fofle, 

Still on him for fuccour calling, 
Curfe him for each foldier's lofs ; 
Oh ! 'tis then the firmed nerve 
Feels its wonted vigour fwerve. 

But now a youth, whofe wary eye * 
Had oft furveyed the ground, 

That oft had ftrayed this way to fpy 

Hoftile camp and battery 
From off a rugged mound, 
Exclaims, " this way our march muft tend, 

This way our column's head muft bend, 
The path full well I know. 

Believe me, here, I'll ftake my life, 

That road will bear us from the ftrife, 
u This leads us to the foe.*' 
Again, we move in long drawn file 
Thro* rugged paths that might beguile 
Him, that thro' many a weary day 
Had oft retraced the well-known way* 
Now the laborious Pioneer 
Is called, with pick and fpade, to clear 






tf*« 



* Captain Dickfon, Madras Native Cavalry, A. D. C. to Hit 
Excellency Sir Samuel Auchmuty* 
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A deep ravine's oppofin^ barik& 
Quick, as the new-formed flope we gairt> 
Our broken numbers clofe again, 
And, while the head at halt remain, 

We form our ordered ranks. 
For now we gain dn opener road 
Furrowed by wheels, by fcorfemen trofcl, 
Strait pointing to the hoftile camp, 
Where their cannon from the ramp, 
In the face of open day, 
With evVy {hot had plow'd a Way, 
Strewing with refiftlefs force 
Half our column in its courfe. 
But, thanks to the friendly ihades of night. 
Our bayonets are hid from fight, - 
And on with flow and filent pace* 
Secure the well-marked foad we trace. 

But who, with hafte, fome ill befpeaking,t 
Rufhes forward from the rear ? 

All his fpeed our Leader feeking* 

What can we have from thence to fear ? 
€t Halt ! nor another ftep advance ! 

Amidit the gloom by foul mifchance. 

Puzzled by the dubious way, 

Half our gallant Comrades ftray . % 



€6 



* The perfeft filcncc and fteadinefe of the men Was very remark. 

>je# 

t Major Butler, I believe, of H. M. ggtfu 

% About half of Col. Gillefpie'a and all Col. Gibbs's Brigade, 



** Till they (hall join, advance were vain, 
** See in the Eaft the dawn appear. 
" Oh ! that a Briton, dawn fliould fear ! ! 
** And yet it now muft coft us dear; 

** Retire, my friends, amain, 
" Left the rays of morning ftreaming, 
" On your briftling bayonets gleaming, 
" Soon expofe the column deep 
*' To the grape's deftru&ive fweep." 
Calm the foldier backward turning 

Moves with firm unhurried pace, 
Still his heart, with ardour burning, 

E'en the cannon's rage to face. 
With eager ftep, and breathlefs hafte, 
To the diftant rear I pad, 
Found our ftraying bands were near 
Swiftly doling to the rear ; 

Then to the front exulting fly, 
To feek our gallant Chief ; 

And, while my heart with joy beats high, 
Bear to his doubts relief.* 
Now, {hine the morning as it will, 
'Twill fee our hoft advancing ftill. 
But now ^twere meet, as poets old 
In their tales of war have told, 

Each valiant band I here rehearfe ; 



i 



* The column was again advancing before I came up. 
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How they were marfliall'd for the fight f 
Or arm'd for combat clofe, or light, 

Muft now employ thq verfe. 
Firft, of our winding column moved 
The Riflemen, of aim approved,* 

All clad in dufky green ; 
Black were their, belts, with pouch of ball f 
And loading horn, and wooden mall ; 
With thefe they load, when their foemen fall 
From hands by them unfeen : 
But when the battle rages nigher, 
With cartouch quick they load and fire, 
Or fabre on the muzzle fix, 
And hand to hand in combat mix* 
Then comes the foldier few can peer t 
Britain's dauntlefs grenadier ; 
High his ftature, mufcles firm, 
His it is to mount the berm, 
And, amid the deadly breach, 
His, the oppofing foe to teach 
How firm the heart, how ftrong the hand. 
Nurtured on our fea-beat ftrand. 
He, prepared for open war, 

Shines in Britain's fanguined veil, 
White his crofs-belts gleam afar, 

Sweeping o'er his manly cheft. 
Bright his arms and bayonet, 
Keen on battle's carnage fet : 



* The rifles of H. M.'s 14th Regiment, Lieutenant Coghlan, 
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Thofe of that Corps whofe filler band, 
Kilted frefti from Sutherland, 
On Maida's * vi&orious plain, 
Strewed the marfh with Frenchmen flain.+ 
Next, a fmall but warlike train, J 

Choice from all the various hoft, 
Trained for extended fight or clofe, 
To ftrike from far or charge their foes : 
Their bayonets bore many a ftain, 
When the Enemy retired amain 

From Weltfevreeden loft. 
Forbes leads it's rival Corps along; § 
Well worthy of a place in fong, 

A braver never bled ; 
Of him and them 'twere hard to fay 
Which brightefl fhone in batde fray, 

The leader or the led. 
Then, Butler and bis troop in green, 
Their dark ftain'd arms are fcantly feen, 



* 



* Pronounce*) Mah»ida f 

t This was the Grenadier Company of the id Battalion of H. 
M. 78th Regiment. The ad Battalion under Lieut. Col, McLftgd 
diftinguifhed itfelf under Sir J. Stuart in Calabria* 

J The Right Flank Battalion, Major Miller, 

4 Left Flank Battalion* 
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Such as in Lafwaree's ftrife # 
Shewed they little reck'd of life, 

When honor was the flake : 
As dauntlefs on the guns they rufh'd, 
Refiftance vain,— by valour cruftid, 
And gain'd the meed iff Soldiers dear, 
Their Leader's praife, and grateful tear, 

The thanks of conqVing Lake ! 
G r an t, of coolnefs often tried,+ 
Counfel to our Chief fupplied, 
And with that foul of honor led, 
The winding columns foremoft head, 
Janssens well th' event may fear, 
Valiant Gibbs again is here, 

One he has known before : 
When near Saldanha's winding bay, % 
Our troops drove thro 7 the foaming fpray f 

And no)>ly dafh'd on fhore. 
Shame 'twere if I in filence pafled, 
McLeod, not leaft in fame, thoMaft^ 

And all his comrades bold ; 
He {hall lead them to the fight, 
Where many an eye ihall clofe in night, 
But t bey 11 do the deeds of courage bright, 



-u.. 



•mtr 



* Meaning Sepoys in general, not this corps, though probably 



k fbme of them had been at Lafwaree* 



f Major Grant, 4th Volunteer Battalion. 
$ That if- between Sal da nh a Bay and Capo Town, but neat 
enough to bring in fuch a poeticai name as Saldanha. 
$ Lieutcaaat Colonel McLeod, commanding. H. M. 59th, 
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That often (hall be told. 
Another, of that honoured name, * 
Alas ! this day (hall {lamp his fame, 
And make his claim to glory good 
By a contraft feaTd in blood : 
He upon the diftant flank, 
By Jacatra's winding bank,+ 

His column fmall (hall lead ; 
There, tho* the conquering hero die. 
Thy laurel wreath, O Vi&ory ! 

Shall be his dying meed. 
Twere right you now the bearing know 
Of the forces of the foe. 
Full ten thoufand warriors ftrong 
Quarter the river's banks along, 

That fafely guards their left j 
With rampart, trench, and palifade, 
A good ftrong hold I ween they've made, 
Such as they thought, in boaftful hour, 
Should hold in check Britannia's power j 
Till ficknefs wafte our leflening hoft, 
And fend them fainting to the coaft, 

Of every hope bereft. 
The muddy Sloakkan's heavy ftream 
The guardian of their right they deem, 



* Lieutenant Colonel McLeod, H. M. 69th Rcgimeot. 
i The name given to the river in lone Maps, 
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Crofled by on6 bridge alone ; * 
And this to doveiV orte redoubt 
l*roje£h, advanced tfieir lines vtfithout* 
With foffes deep and ft arfes ftou^ 

Firrri is a work of ftone. 
^fheft many a trench and Ibatttery, 
All attack in frdnfc defy* 
From river deep^ to ftredrhtet reaching 
Front Jacatra* to Sloakkan ftretching. 
While far extending to thei* rear, 
Barrack, fort, and line Appear. 
Full teA tfiod&nd m*n, 1 fay, 
Waited, here, the coming day ; 
feut few fliall fee day V fading figfa^ 
Or the welcome, fhadetf 6f night ; 
Their corfes (hall choak £he Sioakkan flood, 
While Jacatra runs tfed with blood. 
Sons of Gallia newly comei 
Viftims from their diftant home, 
Pant amid this earffefti War, 
To win Napoleon's gaudy ftan 
The fons of Belgium inly groan 

At a foreign tyrant's p6wer ? 
They fight fof a caufe, that's ri6t their own/ 
But they fight/fof they dread'the tyrant'sfro\#n t 



* WhiiA bridge gave our troops entrance to the camp, Colonel . 
Gillefpie having pU (bed for and (ecofed k at the commenceaMfeft 
of the attack* 
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And their leader's pr^ife^heir toils reward ♦ 
For him they ferve with a fond regard* 

E'en in this trying hour. 
Pruflian, Saxon, Pole, Bavarian, 
Croat, Auftrian, Hungarian, 
Mingled by force of difcipline, 
All in their motley troops combine. 
There the warlike Bouginefe t 
Has quitted his poiforied fpear and creefe, 

And forms the clofe platoon ; 
Or the weighty fptinge-ftaff wields on high, 
Directs their huge artillery; 
Or on Java's fteed, of ftature low, 
In fquadron makes an antic fhew, 

A miniature dragoon : 
Such as would fly, with panic fear, \ 
If ten Britifh crefts of red appear, 

Yet the favage fears not death ; 
For hell madly rufh On the hoftije fpear, 
And joy to pour his heart's blppd dear, 
If, e'er his foul from his corfe depart, 
His creefe drink deep in his foeman's heart, j| 

Exulting he yields his breath ; 



* General Jan liens was much refpe&ed and beloved by the 
Dutch. 

+ The epithet of warlike mayjuftly be applied to a race of 
men that will rather die than give up their arms, as they have 
often proved. 

% Cavalry fervice is not fuited to their ideas, and the horfes 
are too fmall to attempt to refift our dragoons, 

|| Witnefs the conduit of thole in the prow attacked by the 
boats of the Modefte, 
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Nor can agony extort a groan, 
Till his fteadfaft fpirit's flown. 

Now, gentle reader, reft awhile, 
Let thought a fleeting hour beguile ; 
Think of the fcene IVe fet before ye, 
Nq retreat, — or death, or glory ! 
Hovers the battle's high charged cloud, 
Ready to burft in thunder loud ! 
Think, when the rofy morn fhall break, 
What change one fatal hour may make ! 
*£re a year (hall have roll'd away, 
One ftiort period of this day ; 
On loved Britannia's diftant Chore, 
For hulband, brother, fon, no more, 
(At the thought my fad heart bleeds) 
Hundreds fhall clothe in fable weeds. 

When the lyre I wake again, 
Oh for a bolder, (ironger, (train ! 



End of Canto First. 
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STORM OF CORNEELIS. 



CANTO SECOND. 



THE ASSAULT. 

W HEN white-rob'd Peace extends her olive 

wand, 
O'er lov'd Britannia's fea encircled ftrand ; 
When martial youths have ceafed of war to 

dream, 
And by the mountain ftream, 
With fome fair nymph delight to rove, 
And touch the tender note of love ; 
While, in the foftly beaming eye, 
Moiften'd now by pity's tear, 
Striving now a look fevere, 
Sweet food for hope they fpy ; 
And as they view the throbbing bread 
In fancy are already bleft : 
Let a ferpent crofs the way, 
Where the happy lovers ftray, 
E'en the manly foul (hall fail, 
Coward fear, a while prevail j 
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The youth (hall fly with fudden flart, 

And quit the charmer of his heart, 

While e'en the fair (hall oft with mirth reprove 

The titnid knight, that thus prpte&s hislove. 

But let the martial trumpet's found * 

Breathe its war-notes wild around, 

Take the youth from peaceful groves, 

Where the playful fqqirrel roves; 

Place him where fierce tigers prowl, 

Frighting night with horrid growl ; 

Where the Cobra's bright eye gleams, 

Where each ftep'with danger teems ; 

His bofom, warm with martial glow, 

Then no daftard fear fhall know ; 

Bid him lead the filent hoft, 

Where all is to be won, or loft : 

Tell him fifty mouths of brafs 

Point deftru&ion on the pafs. 

On he moves with ftep ferene, 

Not a fign of fear is feeri ; 

He that fled a ferpent's form, 

Calm amid the iron ftorm, 

E'en from the grifsly jaws of death 

Plucks -the victor's laurel wreath. 

'Twas thus our clofe forWd column ftrode, 

Till a deep trench divides the road : 



i ♦ » * 



* The contrail I have here reprefented may be placed in too; 
ftrong a light, but I think mod "will allow the truth of it to a cer- 
tain extent. 



J 
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Here, as our foldiers downwards leapt, 
And up the bank oppofing crept, 
Twas good the niufquet's frequent trlang 

Ne'er met their fentry's ear; 
For had they heard how oft they rang, 

Their grape had coft us dear. 
Quick forming as the bank we gain, 

We march in deep fufpehce ; 
The eager eye we forward ftrain, 
And peer around, but all in vain, 

Thro' the clouds of morning denfe : 
Now proved the guide his purpofe true ; 
Th' accuftom'd path full well he knew ; 
And now a friend, he points the road, ' 
Himlelf a foe, had often trod. 
Like the greyhound in lea(h,.each fbldier went 
His eager gaze was forward bent ; * 

He fet his belt and pouch aright, 
Prepared himfelf for inftant fight ; 
The butt, his right hand firmly grafp'd, 
His left advanced the barrel clafp'd, 
The bayonet now forward borne 
Gleam'd faintly in the beams of morn. 
A challenge, hark ! and hark, again, 
Their fentinel calls ou t amain ! 
" Patroles" we anfwer, and proceed— • 
Our march they little ktm to heed ; 




• Tie gu ide , ? d Serjeant. Smith, of H. M «<d rw„ 
which Teemed much the feme a< Englifh. ' 
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Now forward to the florm ! 
Then, like the fire-fly's glancing light, 
Beams many a flalh from mufquet bright* 

Dafh on them e'er they form. 
Their guard furprifed at random fires,* 
And routed to their lines retires ; 
Ceafe, ceafe, your fire, my comrades brave, 
On, on, to glory or the grave ! + 
In glorious peal our loud huzzas, 
To the vault of heaven we raife, 
Britain's thrilling cry of war, 
Such as at Nile, or Trafalgar, 
Burft from the gallant Britifh tar ! 
* Tis not the fcream of courage failing, 
Fear, o'er valour feigned, prevailing, — ■ 
But burfting from a dauntlefs heart, 
It makes each hoflile fquadron ftart, 
For a found like that, fo loud, fo clear, 
Breathes not a note of daftard fear. « 
Now, — had you aflced a foldier there, 
How the hoflile forces bear, 
How many iron mouths, to pour 
On our advance, the deadly fhower ; 
How many a line and battery, 
Deftru&ion on our ranks to ply ; 



i>i »^i 



* Ao outlying picquet, the Officer of which was wounded 
and taken : he was brought into cantonments by Lord Minto, alter* 
nately lamenting his wound and the lofs of his new hat. 

f Campbell's Hohinlcndcn,—** That ruih to glory or tho 



grave. 1 ! 
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2.1 

No more he thought, no more he knew, 
Than why the vaulted flcies were blue, 
Or when the envious moon fhould fhroud 
The fun-beam with a fable cloud : 
But this he knew, Gillespie led, 

Who never leads in vain ; 
Whofe gleaming fabre brandifli'd high, 
Aye, points the road to vi&ory ; 
He, that when the foldier bled, 
Kindly raifed his drooping head, 

And ftrove to foothe his pain ; #_ 
His conftant care, his accent kind, 
Had won the foldier's grateful mind, 
Who yields the brighteft recompence 
His firm unbounded confidence : 
He knows his leader in the ftrife, 
Sparing of each comrade's life, 

But lavifh of his own ; 
If beneath his command he dies, 
His country afks the facrifice ; 
This thought, all bleeding as he lie» f 

Shall foothe his parting groan. 
Now, from the hoftile rampart high, 
Their cannon they begin to ply, 
Their fignal lights of lurid blue, 
Expofe our column's head to view ; 
High o'er our heads, the whizzing (hot 
Flies terrible ancl harms us not, 



"\ 



* A Rifleman (hot ncir him on the 10th, 
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Theyll feel it in the rear : 
The frequent flalh, with welcome light, 
Our heroes beckons to the fight, 
Each parapet's a line of fire ; 
Now burfts war's mufic loud and dire 

Upon the deafen'd ear* 
While the full-toned bugle blows, 
" Ceafe firing, ceafe, and charge your foes !*"* 
Down the deep trench our heroes leap, 
And climb the high oppofing fteep ; 
The left hand grafps the pointed fratfe, 
High in the right their arms they raife, 
Now, now, the parapet they gain, 
Amid their foes leap down amain ; 
Another band the gorge aflail, 
Regardlefs of the leaden hail, 

That from the traverfe fhbwers : 
The bridge is gained — and in they rufh, 
At once refiftance fiercely crulh, 
And quick, full many a bayonet, 
Deep with the blood of foemen wet, 

A crimfon torrent pours. 
Here gallant Butler, Trench, McLE5i> f 
Confpicuous 'mid the mingled crowd, 

With wonted valour Ihone ; 
Then ftrive their fcattered bands to form/ 
All mingled in the hafty ftorm, 



* Major Butter ftationcd a buglcman with orders to found ceafe 
firing and charge for the next i hour. 
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For tho' the firft redoubt be won, 
Deeds of death muft ftill be done : 
Other bands meanwhile advance, 
And pick their doubtful paflage thro*, 
Yawning trench, and trou deloup, 
As preffing hard on routed France 

They gain the Sloakkan bridge ; 
Where whizzes grape and mufquetry, 
Thick as the driving fleet ftorms fly 
O'er Moorland mountain ridge. 
With dauntlefs fpeesd they drive acrofs, 
Attack again the deep-dug fofle» 
That with pointed fraife, and gulph profound, 
Another .battery fences round ; * 
Here was fierce refiftance made ; 
Many a head on earth .was laid, " 

And eye was clofed in death : 
Life blood here was ebbing fall, 
Many a foldier heaved his laft, ' 
His laft convulfive breath ; 
E'er the vanquifti'd foemen yield, 
And quit the poll for open field, 
Where their thund'ring train 
Was plied amain. 
With round and grape and fhell ; 
That whizzed o'er head, 
With mufic dread, 
And rearward diftant fell. 



* No. 4. Redoubt* 



The Sloakkan bridge they hotly plied, 
And their (hot rang'd down the river fide, 
Where their conqiier'd legibns flood ; 
And fhell and ball, 
E'er to earth they fall, 
Are ting'd with their comrade's blood* 
Our Leader, provident and brave, 
Sees St. George's banner wave, 
(Glorious fight for a Britifh eye ! 
War's infpiring pageantry ! ) 
On the left battery's parapet ; * 
One to the right refilled yet : 
He waves his giitt'ring fword on high, 
Here form, my men, and foon well try 
The ftrength of that redoubt ! n 
Full many a foldier ruih'd him by, 

Nor flaid ta hear him out. 
As o'er the trembling bridge they pafs'd, 
Deaf to command they forward fly, 
As if 't had been the battle cry, 
" Perdition feize the laft." 
The word was forward, all pufh'd on : 
But line, or order, was there none,— - 
The wiflcer'd troops of Hindooftan, 
A race with England's foldier ran ; 
Here rifleman, light infantry, 
Dragoon and trooper, join the cry; 






"• Left and right, with refpeft to where we entered* No* 4 wu 
on our left j s and 1 on our right* 
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And here a giant Grenadier*-** 
By Coromindel's Pioneer ; 
But ftill 'twas fpirit, valour, all ; 
And if to mind the (hade you call, 

Of Morn's uncertain reign ; 
The place unknown, the conteft fierce. 
Rampart, fofle, and fraife to pierce ; 
It were no fbame to difcipline, 
We did not keep the Praffian Hne f 

Upon this battle plain ; 
But that the mafs ftill onward mov'd, 
Our fofctier's innate courage prov'd.— 
He that aids, when moil we need, 
Is, they fay, a friend indeed, 

And gallant Gibbs was he ; 
A friend more trufty to fuftain 
His country's fame on bloody plain, 

I ne'er would wilh to fee : 
He leads his band with rapid pace, 
Ardour beaming in each face, 

Each fe&ion form'd aright ; 
Gillespie hail-d die welcome aid, 
A (hort, but martial, greeting made, 
u Left (boulders forward, there's the foe,* 
" On to the charge, and lay them low 



» « « — >» « « » « 



*r | * » • 



• Pointing tp'N'Ot a Redoubt, ftill in poflcGTion of iho^ne'my. 
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" With bayonet fharp and bright :* 
Gibbs heard, and eager to the head 
Of the halting column fped, 

While glowing hopes his bofom warm ; 

And like a lion on he led, 
Amid the deadly ftorm. 
The ceafelefs chirp of mufquet fhot 
Told plainly that the fire was hot, 

And death befet the path : 
While like the bafe, to its note fo (brill, 
The cannon made the ear-drum thrill, 
And the (hot's loud hifs refounded dill, 

Like a ferpent rous'd to wrath* 
At firft, th' oppofing battery 
Seem'd all entrance to defy ; 

But (hort the paufe — the fcarp they fcale* 
And fwift the vanquifti'd enemy, 
From parapet and rampart fly, 

When (horrible the tale ! ) 
Whether the foe, with ready train, 
Jired the pile of nitrous grain, 

Or by chance, or aim, the whizzing (hell, 
Or rocket with a meteor's glare, 
Sweeping thro* the du(ky air, 

"Mid the high charged barrels fell ; * 

Or whether the mufquet's frequent fla(h 
Cave fudden birth to the horrid craft* 
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Still doubt'muft be : but this, as yet* 
My glowing mem'ry can't forget, 

The firm earth fhook our feet beneath, 
A folemn deep and hollow found, 
Struck the aftonilhed ear ; 

Such as iEtna fends around* 

« 

When her cities quake with fear; 

And like the fierce valcano's breath, 
A fulph'rous blaft upon us broke, 
Of mingled alhes, duft, and fmoke, 
And a rolling cloud of lurid hue 
Obfcuredthe vault of ether blue, 
While the Sun, as in grief for the gallant dead, 
Peer'd thro' a diflt of dufky red. 

A filence dead enfued ! 
Save where the flaming fragments fell, 
Of magazine, or fplintered (hell, 

Or corfe and limb were ftrewed. 
The tate demands griefs warmed tear, 
For each brave youth that perifhed here, 
That crown'd with triumph's budding wreath, 
Was viftim to all conqu'ring death. 
Oh ! let us hope as high they fprung, 
By the fierce explofion flung, 



* Suppofed to be accident ; but I hare fince heard a (lory, that 
m JFrench Officer was fcen to fire a mufquet into the Magazine; 
if he did, there is not much chance of his denying it 9 
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That onward, (all their fins ;faugivmi) 
Their gallant fpirits fped to heaven I 
Twas. mercy, that our Leader brave 
Found not here an honour'ci girave; 
A moment more, he'd crofs'd the folle, 
And we had mourn'd; Gilleseie's lofs-; 
And much, I ween, the taunting foe 
Had triumph'd in our caufe of woe. 
A comrade brave, here Dillon found,* 
Wounded, fainting on the ground, 
And thus in friendly accent laid, 
" Oh ! let me raife thy drooping, head, 

" My meflmate true and brave. 1 * 
" Ah ! let it reft," the. youth replies, 
Tho' now that head full lowly lies, 
'Twill, e?er an hour's fhort period flies» 

" Lie lower in the grave ; 
" But tell me, e'er my fand is run, 
w Oh ! tell me, i& the battle won ? 

" Confole my parting breath : M 
•' From every poft our foemen fly." 
''Thanks, Dillon, then in peace . I die ; n 
" This," and he fixed his glaffy eye, 

" This is a foldier's death !" + 



€i 
4€ 



• Lieutenant Litton, H. M. 591b. 

t Thii wu related to me by Lieut. Dillon fpon after the afto*. 



Now all is ours upon the tight, • ' 
Thanks to the brave McLeoo ; 
Soon as he heard the din of fight. 
He ruflied upon the left redoubt. 
And put th* oppofing foe to rout : 
But ah ! the conqoeft coft us dear, 
And his faithful foldiers many a tear, 
For his eyes are clofed in endlefs night, 
And the cold da?#s his fbroud. 
Still On tt> left die battle ftorm t 
Rages fierce with threatening form, 
The well fervcd train 
Still fire amain, 
And firmly keep their ground : 
Yes ! thank; for this th' unequal force, 
That followed Bo t le r's daring- courfe, 
And thanks to Butler's wound, t 
That rearward fent the gallant chief, ' 
Defpifing pain, but flung with grief j 
For ftill a foul like his muft grieve, 
Th' unfinifh'd tafk of war to leave.'— 
Here Lloyd, and Waring, hearts of fire,? 
E'en at the cannon's mouth expire ; 



* That ij, tb« front of the enemy'i pofition. 

t Major Sutler (hot through the (boulder. 

* L»*«..tof Ac Light Company, H.M.S 9 tlM 
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Together honor's thorny road, 
Coiprades true, in arms they trod, 
Together as their band they led, 
At once they fell, at once they bled : 
And now togetfier feek that bourne 
From which no travellers return. 
Miller, too, muft quit the field,* 
Bravqft hearts to Fafee muft yield ; 
But e'er the throng of f5ght he left, 
Wounded and faint, of ftrength bereft; 
Since firft thp fierce attack begun, 
His duty he had nobly done ; 
Alas ! that he no more can lead 
His gallant band to daring deed. 
And thou, lamented youth, receivet 
Such guerdon, as the Mufe can give, 

To worth for ever gone ! 
Still in the foremoft fight was feen, 
Macpherson's veft of dufky green, 
Where'er the war-ftorm thickeft flies, 
And many a foe and comrade dies, 
His, love of daring enterprize 

With brighteft luftre (hone. 
E'er to the fight our column moved, 
How was his manly firmnefs proved, 



* Major Miller, H. M. 14th, (hot through the Jlioulders 
t Lieut* ty'Phcrfon, commandiog Rifles of H. M. 59th* 
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The fever's foul fubduing flame, 
itaged in each vein, and (hook his frame, 

But never touched his heart ; 
ic Oh ! let me live," we heard him fay, 
u Till on this great impending day 
" I've played a foldier's part :" 
His prayer was heard, his parting fame 
Was worthy of Macph Epson's name; 
Haply, the ball that laid him low, 
But fpared his comrade's deeper woe : 
Much had they mourn'd their gallant friend, 
If fell difeafe had work'd his end ; 
Since by a foldier's death be fell 

In vi&oiy elate ; 
Tho* weeping one they loved fo well, 

They triumph in his fate ! 
While Grant, with calm experienc'd eye, 
Looks around the foe to fpy, 
Places guard, and fentinel, 
To keep our new pofleflion well, 
Prepares the foe's artillery, 
Should they dare advance to ply ; 
A gallant band Gillespie leads, 
And brave McLeod their chieftain bleeds * 

But neVer quits the Field : 



+ Shot through tht arm. 



32 

Their daring charge was not in vairf, 

For horfe and foot have fled the plain> 
And the galling cannon yield ; 

But not till many a gaping wound 

Ting'd the wdl-contefted ground; 

As on India's fultry plain, 

The tiger by the hunter preft, 

Urged by defperation vain, 

Often turns his Ihaggy cheft, 

And in conflift clofe and dirfc 
Scorns the deadly rifle's fire ; 

Thus the fullen foe retreat, 
Thro' barrack* hut, or wood ; 

« 

And pour, 'mid ruin and defeat* 
Their brave purfuer's blood. 

Still the roll of mufquetry, 

On their rear peals terribly ; 

As driven from their furtheft line, 

Routed horfe and foot combine : 

Tho' all's irrevocably loft. 

Still they form an ordered hoft. 

But who, by anxious friends upheld, 
Moves falt'ring o'er the plain ? 
Shall the hero of the field 
Be numbered with the flain? 

forbid it, heaven ! he faints, he falls ? 

The dreadful thought each foul appals *, 



/ 
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The loldier mourning o'er his chief, 
Pours frorh his ffcafaty ftore relief ; 

Oh comfort ! he revives ! 
Tho 5 fome wing'd fhot too near has part* 
And ftruck him with its potent blaft, 
While with the blow fatigue confpires 
To damp awhile his wonted fires ; 

Tis well, — Gillespie lives, 
Again with force renew'd, to fliew 
His prowefs on the flying foe. 
The Chief revered, whofe daring hand 
Laid Spain's haughty banner low, 
Qn captured Monte Video ; * 
Who in Buenos Ayre's fight, 
His gallant band of courage bright 
With daring valour led ; 
And nobly played a foldier's part 
Tho' triumph from our Enfign's fled, 
And wrung with grief each Britifh heart : 
He that holds fupreme command, 
Forward fpeeds each ardent band, 

His fecond leads them on ; t 
Our hoft unitecfifenward pours, 
Corneelis is fecurely ours, 

By Britifh valour won. 
Oh ! 'twas a gallant fight to fee 
St. George's crofs float glorioufly, 



* This ran require no note* 

t Major General Wcathtral, fecond in ^ommtnd* 
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"Above the tri-color ; 
The Tyranf s banner droop'd its head, 
It's baneful influence to flied 

On' Java's iile no more : 
The wounded foldier carried by, 

Half raifed him on his bier, 
To fee the enfign float on high 

To every Briton dear ; 
Awhile the fight beguil'd his pain, 
And ftaunch'd the flowly ebbing vein, 
'Till yielding nature funk again, 

Beneath the pang fevere. 
On, Adams, Watson, to the chace, * 
Your bands are frefh, nor fpare their pace ; 
On, Sayer, with your pikemen brave, t 
Your dauntiefs heroes of the wave 

All eager for the war : 
Ride, Carrol ; prefs the Cavalry J 
And bid them well their fabres ply 

And fcourge the foe afar. 
But e'er the brifk purfuit I fing, 
My Mufe muft reft her flagging wing ; 
While clad in black funereal flfie, 
Her fadder filler calms the foul, 
With forrQws fad, but foft controul, 



* Colonel A dams j H. M. S. 78th— Lieutenant Colonel Watfon, 
H. M. 14th. 

+ Captain Sayer, H. M % S. Ledt, commanding Seamen* 
$ Captain Canolj H, M. 69th, Affiftant Adjutant General, 
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And pours the note of woe, 
To foothe the fpirits of the brave 
That hover round their new-made grave ; 
And paufe, e'er yet they heaven-ward fly. 
To hear the meed of minftrelfy 
In folemn accents flow.* 



DIRGE. 

When mourning friends, around the bed of 
death, 

Watch the laft ftruggle of departing life, 
Sufpend each found to catch the falt'ring breath 

That marks the Tyrant, vi&or in the ftrife j 

Tho* the laft moment of the Chriftian's day f 
Religion foothes with animating balm ; 

Tho* to the foul approving confcience fay, 
Depart in hope, and ev'ry doubt be calm : 

Still in the fdtemn fcene the tyrant pow'r 
Appak the foul in all his terrors dreft ; 

Long dwells the mind upon the aweful hour, 
And gloomy mufings fink the yielding breaft. 



* I hope this idea, fo frequent in OGian, is excufeablc here ; bat 
I regret that there is no Oifian to raife the fong« 
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Nought lights the fatten darknefs of the tomb 
Of thofe who fall to flow difeafe a prey ; 

Grief reigns triumphant in it's deepeft gloom, 
Nor yields regret to one confoling ray. 

But when, 'mid the tumult of battle expiring, 
On the blood-crimfon'd field the brave wv* 
rior reclines, 
Death mourns his loft conqueft, no terrors in- 
spiring, 
Where courage vi&orious o'er agony fhines; 

He hails the fond hope, that his blood fwifdy 
flowing, 
New conqueft and fame for his country has 
bought ; 
That (he, on his memVy juft honor bellowing, 
Will mourn that he fell, while for Britain he 

fought 

Yes, yes, my brave friends, when this day's no- 
ble ftory 
Your far diftant country exulting fhall hear ; 
While bright fmiles of triumph rejoice in your 

glory* 
Your fate, with thofe fmiles, ftill (hall mingle a 

tear. 

By parent, and friend, 'mid their grief that you 
perilh'd, [] love ; 

By the wife of your bofotn, or maid gf your 
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This bright ray of comfort (hall fondly be «che- 
rifh'd ; 
You fell but your patriot valour to prove. 

No hireling mourners your lofs were bewailing, 

No curfew, deep-toned, rung your funeral 

knell ; 

No pomp, called on envy, to blazon each Cx!;npf f 

Or blaft your fair name with her venomous 

fpell ; 

But the foldier remembered your kindnefs 

and weeping, 

Bedew'd your frefh fod with fweet grati- 
tude's tear ; 
While calm 'mid the combat's fierce din you 
were fleeping, 

Your knell in the charge the loud bugle fung 
clear. 

For Scutcheons, your foemeu around you were 
lying, 
That fpoke to your comrades the deeds you 

had done ; 

To pay you juft honors, thofe comrades are 

vying, 

As they boaft of the trophies your valour 

had woo. 
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Adieu ! then, for ever, and calm be your flurn* 
bers, 
May the fod of this ifland lie light on your 
breaft ! 
Nor fcorn, gallant warriors, a foldier's rough 
numbers, 
If faintly they reach the abode of your reft. 



End of Canto Second. 
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HEN war's fierce mandate bids the fol 
dier toil, 
Far from his home, and Albion's happy foil ; 
Of heat, and cold, each dire extreme to know; 
On Afric's fands, or Flandria's plains of fnow : 
Now duty calls him, where Savannah's dank* 
With (learning exhalation rank, 
Oft o'erwhelm the fickly camp, 
Where life's dimly burning lamp, 
Yielding to the noxious blaft, 
Quivers faint, and gleams it's laft ; 
Thoufands Englifh foldiers brave, 
Eying fad the Eaftern wave, 
Thus the gates of death have paft, 
And clofed life's narrow fpaa ; 
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Such the bane of Haytfs Ifle, * 
Where Nature wears her faireft finite* 
Blooming, only to beguile 

The reftlefs race of man. 
Now, where dark the hailrflorm flies, + 
Where the treachVous fnow-drift lies, 
Where the hollow-hearted boor, 
On his forrows fhuts the door ; 
OnwMtct he toils his weary way, 
No plaint, no figh, his woes betray, 
Scant his meals, and (lumbers broke 
By trumpet call, or drum's loud ftroke, 
Or the thunder of the foe, 
Wakes him from his bed of fnow, 
To harder labours, deeper woe. 
Oft in hurried dreams arife, 

Fair fcenes of other days ; - 
Verdant fields, and azure Ikies, 
His humble cot, and friends beloved, 
The tender ties his youth had proved, 

Each foft emotion raife : 
Swift flies the fcene to fancy dear, 
He wakes, to mourn the contraft drear, 
Cannon's flafh, and burfling fhell, 
Fierce attacking foeman's yell, 
And uproar ftrange and dire ; 






'*' * ' ■ ■ i , ,, , , „ 



* St. Domingo, 

t Alluding to the retreat ia Holland, 
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Me grafps tiis arms, in battle proved, 
And for that (bene, thofe Friends beloved, 
By danger's wildeft form unmoved, 

He anfwers fire Vrith fire. 
By various ills, like thefe oppreft, 
What hope can cheer the foldier's breaftj 

And nerve his fainting arm ? 
Is there a joy, on earth, has power 
To pay him for each tortYing hour, 
Each toilfome day, each fleeplefs night, 
That Hill (hall make his ills feem light, 

With renovating charm ? 
There is,— a hope of conqYing thofe, 
Whom his lov'd country calls her foes. 

That (hell applaud the deed : 
There is, a joy of nature high, 
Th' enthufiaft glow of viftory, 

The foldier's ample meed. 
'Twas this, on Abram's lofty plain, * 
Cheered dying Wolfe, as 'mid the flain 

In triumph's bed he lay ; 
This, fainting Abercromby crown d, 
While crimfon ebbed his deadly wound 

Near famed Bequera's bay ; 
This, on Corunna's well-fought field, 
To agony the fenfes fleel'd, 

And foothed the foul of Moore ; 



«* 



* Situated on a height* 



to 
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This, (for alike I fing the brave 
Of tented field, or briny wave) 
Gleamed thro' the Cockpit's fatal gloom, 
And took the .fling from Nelson's doom, 

On Gade s corfe-ftrew'd ftiore. — 
But where unharmed, amid the ftorm, 
The foldier views death's threatening form, 

Around him rage in vain ; 
Then lives to fee the foeman's rout, 
To join the loud triumphant (bout, 
Each loved furviving friend to greet, 
And talk of Gallia's foul defeat : 
Tho' for the dead around that lie, 
A tranlient forrow heaves a figh, 
(If they are dead, who funk to reft 
By all their country's wifhes bleft,) * 
A grateful joy fo fills the foul, 
That forrow holds but fhort controul, 

No place is left for pain. 
Such joy now warm'd each foldier's breafl, 

And in his features glowed, 
As on the routed foe they preft 
Along the fouthern road. — 
Our leader feeks the captured fort ; 
If fuch it were, that feem'din fport f 

For childifh warfare made : 
Twas railed of yore, to keep at bay 
The inroad of the rude Malay, 
And guard the fons of trade. 

* Collins,— 11 How flccp the brave/* &c. 
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Loud mirth and merriment were there, 
Th' exulting foldier did not fpare, 
In gen'rous wine, fo hardly earned, 
To quench the thirft that in him burn'd ; 
And many a jeft and tale went round, 
Of daring deed, or near fcap'd wound. 
Soon as their gallant chief they fpied, 
The brimming flafk was quick fupplied ; 
With courteous fpeech, and thankful look, 
(Not his the heart, with proud difdain 
To give his gallant comrades pain,) 
At once the proffered boon he took ; 
" Health to our gracious King,* he cries, 
" And may his routed enemies 
u See many a morn like this arife, 

" Mark'd by their foul defeat :" 
Loud cheers the loyal thought approve, 
And fpeak the foWiers* honeft love, 

As their brave Chief they greet ; 
No pledge like that was ever dry, 

The liquid topaz flows ; * 
" Health to our gracious Sovereign,* 
The loyal warriors fhout amain, 

" Perdition to his foes.* 
Yet, think not drunken rout enfued, 
For duty ftill the lure withftood, 



* If Claret, or red Wine, is liquid ruby, why fhould not Ma- 
deira, which this wat, be liquid topaz ? 
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Too oft the foldier's bane ; 
The heroes, provident as brave, 
Whole cafks of tempting liquor flave j * 

The fuming fpirit rolls amain, 

And fpends its poifon on the plain. 
Hark ! for not yet the fight is o ? er ; 
Hark ! to the cannon's frequent roar 

Refounding on the right, 
Pillars of dingy fmoke arife, 
And dim awhile the azure fkies ; 
At times, the roll of mufquetry 
Points where the routed legions fly, 

And haraffes their flight : 
Thus, where the high-charged thunder cloud 
Has fpent its force, in bellowings loud, 

And launched it's forky fires ; 
Still founds at times a fainter roll, 
And diftant gleams illume the pole, 
E>£ yielding to the ether blue, 
O'er the dark hills that bound the view, 

It fullenly retires. 
Efcfc to the ftorm our vaward hoft, 

Their filent march began. 
From Tannabong, a rearward poft> 
Brave Yule, a fmall but gallant tram, 
By diftant paths their rear to gain, 
O'er hill and plain, by night had led, 

With well-concerted plan : 
And e'er the enemy had fled, 



**i 



* I faw them doing thii myfolf. 
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His rapid cannon thundered near, 
The Campong bridge, upon their re*r* 
Now fword in hand his cavalry * 
Prepare the dang'rous pafs to try ; 

And \w§^a daring deed : 
Swift as the vivi4 lightning's flafti. 
E'er to the work of death they daJGh, 
As tramp, and neigh, their inarch proclaim, 
The bridge is wrapp'd in tow'ring florae, 

And checks their fruitlefs (peed* 
Then *gan the foe's artillery f f 
Hot on the blazing pile to ply ; 
Thro' flow'ry bed, and ally gay # 
The grape d*ftfu&ive|jlowed it's way; 
The fplendid manfion felt its force ; 
The fhot, relentlefs in its courfe, 
Whizzed thro 9 the gaily painted hall, 
Defignd, I ween, for other ball, 

Which other notes infpire : 
It's wind the coftly luftre fwung, J ? 
And dufty fragments round it flung ; 



mmmumm 



• A Troop of H. M* sad dragoons under Captain Dawes, 

+ Some heavy guns in No* 8 Redoubt, commanding the bridge, 
which made great havoc in the houfe oppofite,— The wall of the 
billiard room was covered with nwks of grape* 

X One fhot nwft have ptfled near a handfome luftre. 
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Then, Casar, on this eaftern fliore, * 
Thy marble image heard the roar 

Of Britilh cannon fire. 
When erft you leapt on Britain's ifle, 
Had but this thunder play'd the while, 
Soon had thy paltry barks again 
Cbnvey'd thee trembling o'er the main ; 
Or feen thee drowning in the tide, 
With Roman blood to crimfon dyed : 
Meet prototype of him, who now 
Would place thy laurels on his brow, 
And threats Britannia's fhore ; 
Oh ! let him come ! if come he dare, 
Unwarned by ftili unconquered Spain, 
His fickly legions deadly drain ; 
(Shame, (hame, on vanquifh'd Germany ! 
And abjefl Pruffia's bended knee \ 
OhJ fliame on Ruffia's broken fway, 
And Tilfit\ worfe than Friedland's, day, 
While Ltasitania's arm'd and free, 
And Spain ftill wars for liberty.) 
Unlels high heaven our fall ordain, 
His hods fhall drew our fands with flain ; 
His eagle's plumage, damp'd in gore, 
Shall, as of late, forget to foar : 



• Twelve coloffal bufU of the Catfara, now in Government 
Houfe, Calcutta, which then adorned the hall of Cimpong Mafago 
Houfe.— Thefe bulla were fent out lor the Government Houfe at 
Pondicherry, taken at fea, and fold at Bata via.— After the dorm 
they were purchafed by Mr; Raffles and fent to Lord Minto. 
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As, when in red Barrofa's fight, 

They cowYing fell to Graham's might ; 

Few (hall return, the tale to tell, 

How in his pride, Napoleon fell. 

Tho' fails brave Yule to crofs the flream^ 

Barr'd by the flaming pile ; 
Yet, not in vain, his march I deem, 

Or vain his zealous toil : 
His cannon from a (helt'ring mound, t 
Sweep all Corneelis rearward ground ; 
And as the foe in full retreat, 
Thick at the fouthern barrier meet, 
The grape pours down the Hoping bank, 
And forely galls their crowded flank. 
Our vetVan Chief, whofe wary eye 
Saw from the foremoft battery, 

The earlieft omfquet's flafli ; 
Soon as a footing firm was gain'd, 
With all his force the war fuftain'd : 
The foot, with ladders quick applied, 
Surmount the fofles, yawning wide ; 
The Pioneers their labours ply, 
To fhelve the banks for cavalry ; 

'Tis done, and on they dafh.— 
Oh! 'twas a martial fight to lee, 
Their crimfon manes wave wantonly 

Above each helmed brow, 



* Major Yule, toth N. I. commanding thit column* 
t Thicc guos of the Madrti Horfe Artillery, 
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While bright the erefts of filver gleamed i 
fierce ardour Ihone, in ev'ry eye, 
Their prowefs on the foe to try, 

Each noble fteed, exulting, feem'd 
Wkh equal fire to glow,-— 
Scabbard clafliipg, war-horfe prancing, 
Sabre in the fun-beam glancing, 
High the white horfc banner waving, 
Aye, the ftorm of battle braving; 
Oh ! it were worth a kingly crown 
To lead that fquadron to renown* — * 
Then like the Seythian-feythed car, 
The mowers of the ranks of war, 
With glowing axle, thundered by, 
Brave Noble's fwift artillery ; + 
Hard pants each toiling fteed, whole bread, 
With tightened thongi the collar prefs'd, 

Nor lafh the riders fpare ; 
So fwift flies each revolving wheel, 

It melts in viewlefs air. 
Sure there were need of nerves of fteel, 
Thefe engines dire, to whirl along, 
O'er rugged ground, thro 9 battle throng ; 
Where oV?r oppofing rock, or mound, 
On high the jarring axles bound, 



* Detachment of H. M. asd Dragoons, commanded by Major 
Travers. 
+ Captain Noblft, commanding Madras Horfo Artillery, 
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And oft the trembling limbers fly* . 

O'er corfe of flaughter'd enemy : 

Yet vain their fpeed, their leader's hafte. 

Too far before the horfe have pafl, 

And zealous Noble rauft forqgo 

A parting falvo at the foe. 

But ftill his gunners' aim they, rue, 

When thick his whizzing grape-ihot flew, 

And fcoured the Struyfwick road ; * 
When fifty fteps, a boy could ftride, 
Did blazing gun, from gun, divide ; 
As thro' the yawning abbatis, 
The foe his cannon ftoutly plied ; 
When gunner brave, and dying horie, • 
Beftrewed the iron terapeft s courfe ; 
But Noble paid their courtefy, 

And {hot, for fhot* heftowed. 
Yet told the hoftile fire too well, 
Since in the conteft Driffield fell,f 
And wounded, to the rear was borne, 
To battle never to return. 
The various bands of toil-worn foot, 
Now lagging in the fwift purfuit, 

With joy the Horfe. beheld ; 
Loud cheers falute them as they fly, 
Each Regiment or party by ; 



• In the attack on the loth. 
. + Lieutenant Driffield received a. mu/quet &ot in the head, 
which proved mortal. 

H 



The gallant feamfcn at the fight, 
Huzza aloud, in wild delight, 

And burn to join the field. 
Ill could Gillespie bear to fee 
Each Squadron pafs him rapidly, 

No horfe, for him to lead ; 
Yet f Cf Forward quick, Dragoons/' he faid, 
Forward, my lads, and hung his head ; 
Curfed in his heart the tardy fteed, * 
Whofe flature, and inferior fpeed, 
Forbid him, in the final ftrife, 
For fame once more to flake his life ; 
It fcemed as if kind fortune knew 

The fbrrows of his breaft ; • 
When the laft mane was hid from view, 

That waved o'er horfeman's creft, 
find fad, he heard the murmur die 
Of our advancing cavalry ; 
Turning, " my horfe by heavens, 11 he cried, 
The gallant fteed was at his fide, + 

A friend in time of need : 
* Thank, Fate, to head the charge is mine," 
He faid, difmounted, feized the rein, J 
Sprung in the feat, and fpurr'd amain ; 
Swift as the rocket (kims the line, 

i 
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* A Poney be had rode till the attack begun, and novf mounted 

' + Col. Gillefyie't Charger, an Arab, very aftivo and powerful 
J The work of an inftanW 



flew the exulting fteed* 
How as he pafied, loud plaudits found $ 
And as he fped the ranks along, 
Amazement feized th' admiring throng, 
That he, late fainting on the ground, * 
An Arab's fpeed now tardy found. 

All energy and fire ; 
Such as of old at Afcalon 
Rufh'd Lion-hearted Richard on* 
And 'mid the Paynim fquadrons {hone 

Regardlefs of their ire. 
Arabia's blood, of matchlefs pace, ' 

Now proved (uccefsful in the chaos ; 

Our troop had not yet reached die fee* 
When at their head Gillbsfii rode, 
His face with exultation gloVd ; 
Bright gleam'd the Arab Chieftain^} Hade, 
Of choice Damafcus fabric made, 

And keen for mortal blow, t 
See, the retiring bands appear ; 
They halt and clofe the ftraggling rearj . 
And (landing, like the boar at bay, 
That hot purfuit has forced to (lay, 

They threat refinance (lout i 
Their cannon too, on either hand, 
To guard the road unlimbered Hand ; 

* Vide Second Canto. 

'} A fword Col. GiUcfpit pmurtd frta aa Arab Chiaf in hh 
j ourney overland. 
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What tho* they bring fome riders down, 
This charge, the morning's Wdrk (hall crown, 

And feal their final tout.-*- 
Now brief command, flioit paufe to form ; 
Then onward with a whirlwind's force, 
Rufh to the fight our eager horfe, 
And fcorn the threaten'd dorm : 
Then clatter hoofs^ and fcabbards clang, 
Then charge, the thrilling trumpet rang, 

And joined the fhout of war ; 
Then fpur to chargers' flank was prefled, . 
His flowing mane brufh'd horfeman's breaft, 

That forward leant fo far. 
The vollying thunders of the foe 
Then, gallant Hutchins, laid thee low ; * 
Clofe to thy noble chieftain's fide, 
The (hot poured forth thy vital tide, 

And checked thy fwift career ; 
But, while in triumph's hour you bled, 
Her laurel bloomed around thy head, 
And thy brave comrades pouf 'd the tear 
Of unfeign'd forrow, o'er thy bier. 
Thy fall's reveng'd, thy foldiers brave, 
Rufh onward with refifflefs wave, 

Gillespie points their courfe : 
Each fabre bears a crimfon ftain, 
The road's, encu mber'd with the (lain, 



* Lieut. Hutchins, H. M. aad bit, killed in 4fc*cfcatfe* 
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Refinance ceafes, now in vain, 

And anger checks its force. 
Now offered fword, or fuppliant hand, 

Or mufquet thrown away, 
Repreffed, at mercy's mild command, 

The fword's defcending fway, 
The levelled death-tube drawn in ire, 
Quick at the fight withheld it's fire ; 
Tho* ftili die vanquilh'd enemy, 
At times, the fecret fhot let fly 
, From covert, fence, or wood *; 
Again their yielded arms they take, 
And feek to (hed, for vengeance fake, 

Their gen'rous vigors' blood. 
Such Carrol he, thy mercy fpared, # 
That foon returned thee, bafe reward ; 
As thro* thy hat, the whizzing (hot, 
Indignant cali'd thee to the fpot, 
Whence fwift the treachVous coward fled, 

But happily fled in vain ; 
For foon thy fabre's biting edge, 
Took from the culprit ample pledge, 
Defcending on his recreant head, 

That he'd ne'er fin again. 
Ride for thy life, brave Janssens, ride, 
The crefts of red are-at thy fide, 



* Captain Carrol having palled m mtn who furrcnjdered, received 
• (hot through the crown of his hat fromJbim ; but paid him for (ucb 
treacherous conduct at hedeferved* 
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Thy wounded comrade's captive made ; * 
At leafl a foldier's part thou'ft played, 

Tho* loft the vi&or's wreath : 
If Juftice fwayed thy tyrants bread, 
Thou fhoiild'fl not dread his harfh bebeft, 

Or crouch his wrath beneath ; 
Bid him recall the hateful tale, 
That e'en Napoleon's felf could fail* 
When Acre's towers beheld his flight, 
Sav'd by a Britifh Teaman's might; 
Her ditches piled with Frenchmen fiain* 
Led to the yawning breach in vain, 

Where dauntlefs valour flood : 
Where Turk and Chriftian, fide by fide, 
Unite to quell th f apoftate's pride, 

And ftem the fpoiling flood. 
Another quits i^is tardy (teed, 
Concealment befjt his flight (hall (peed, 

He plunges in the tide; 
And e'er the fhades of evening fell, 
The fugitives beheld Jumel, 
But drenched in mud, defponding, pale : 
How to have heard his piteous wail, 

Had hurt Napoleon's pride! 
Now rearward on the crowded road, 
Full many a captive fadly ftrode ; 



* Mr. Nayhuyj, a&ing A. D. C, to Ceo. Jafiffeni, wounded in 
the arm, and taken by a Dragoon* 
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One horfeman with each fallen troop; 
High waves his fabre o'er the groupe, 

And i(Tues loud commands ; 
The reft meanwhile relax their fpced, 

And &£e their wearied bands : 
Low hangs his head each panting fieed, 
His fides in vain the rowels bleed, 
The noble bcafts have done their bed ; 
Ceafe, cq^fe your toil, and let them refl^ 

The ardent chace is o ? er ; 
The ftandard halts,— ra loud huzza, 
Speeds the fad remnant on their way, 
That cad an anxious look behind, 
And, 'mid (heir grief, rejoice to find 

Their, foes pqrfue $o more* 
JSee ! like the pillar'd cloud that fhewed 
To Is r a e i/s hod the defert road ; 

Rich as the fpicy fmoke that rofe, 
From pomppus Rome's funereal pile, 
As 'mid it's ?(hes red the while, 
Amboyna's choiceft produce glows ; 
How, to the flames devouring given, 
The pilq of Ruftenberg, to heaven * 

A dingy column throws ! 
Is this a genYous warrior's deed ? 
In wanton anger thus to fpend 
The wealth, their arms could not defend, 



* Ruftenberg Hoiife, on the road io the right of the rw qf 
Cornecljf, fall of doreiof fpice, Ac. wai fct on fire by the 
fnemy when (hey begun their retreat. 
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The viQwrtr well-eat n'd meed ? 
Thus, children forced to yield a toy, 
The prize they cannot keep, deftroy, 

And /pend their little rage ; 
But fure the fpite that ityoves the boy # 

Difgfcaces riper age.— r 
Such motley fight was ne^er beheld, 
As now was fpread o'er road, and field. 
Here efcort, horfe, and prister throng* 
In varied groupes:the path along; 
On fome, the; 4tfopdy fillet -bound, 
Staunches the flow of fabre wound ; 
Here Infantry/ and Rifleman, 
With prying look* the captives lean ; 
Here creaks the. heavy baggage wain t 

O'eitaken ia the chafe : 
While near, another broken, lies. 
And foldiers ranfacking the prize 
With paper, book; and record torn, 
Before the breeze ^t random borne* 

Beilrew it's halting place, 
Deferted deeds, with trappings gay, 
Swift fcour the road, in fright, or play i- 
While Sepoy tired, or failor eyes* 
With longing look the flying prize, 

And drives to bar its way : 
But on they dafh, and on the ground, 
O'erfet, by furious rufh and bound, 

The baulked purfuers lay. 
The bufialoe comes furious by, 

From broken carriage freed ; 
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His pike, the tar, he knows not why, 

Oppofes to his fpeed : 
Then trampled in the morifter's coiirfe, 
Laments the beaft's fuperior farce! 
The jovial band, of feamen brave, 
That rode fo late the dafhirig wave, 

Now captured fteeds befhide ; 
And on, while Say£r at their head, # 
A mounted chief, his lances led, 

In merry mood they ride, 
And reftive horfe, and frequent fa)V 
From right to left, loud taughfer call, 

And gall the horfeman's pride. 
Some, o*er the fields the fteeds purfue^ 
But wearied foon, their labour rue j 
Then angry, fend thef wanton (hot/ 
To catch the beaft their fpeed could not J 
Ye pampered fons of Luxury^ 
From coftly cate, to cafe, who fly j . 
How poor the richeft wines you know, 
Tho* fparkiing with the ruby *s glow, 
Compared with yonder firnple draft 
From the fwelling mufluck t quaffcT ; 
How dead the joy that crowns your meals, 
To that the thirfty fbldier TeeTs F ' 
See, how they eager crowd the rbstd, 
Around the fabler water god ; 



■^^»"^ y ■ i ■ ■— ■ m 
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* The failors, who had all caught horfes and ware armed wiUa, 
]tfkes; made a* rfcfpeHVBle body of Lancers. 

+ Mufluck, the leajfafcr hag in which tffe bhcellies carry water. 
1 
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No aQuc uxv, or co&cb Jk bow, 
Sat from the (Welling hide he yields, 
A ftiWBDj mare fur than vpatered Tcmpc** 

fields; 
A tweeter draft than mornings dewy tews: 
Brahmin, Chriflian, Iflanutc, 
Comrades in die morning's fight, 
By brotherhood in arms allied, 
Scorn die decrees thai Call divide ; 
Their lips in various worfhip ufed, 
In mutt, * in molque, or church to read, 
The Veda, Alcoraan, or Creed ; 
Hcrmore with fcruple nice refufed, 
Retrained by fuperftitious law, 

From the (amejemrce the dream to draw. 

» .»»- . . . . .... » 

Now be who rodp with lift'omg ear, 
Quaint (peach and %c remark, might hear, 
That would compeU the foul of gnef. 
In laughter loud to feefc. relief, 

So ludicrous and ftrange : . 
Then, fudden, fome fad fcene of woe. 
Excites jpompaffionslieeneft throw* 
And (laughter into forrows flow A 

With magic touch would change. 
Yes, gentle reader, fuch is wax !. 
Oh! gracious heaven ! avert it far 

From Albion's happy. He. I 
If the mull ftrive, let diltant lands 
Behold the valour of her bands ; 



J. A Hindoo tfaplt* 
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But in her tranquil talei the while 
Content, and p<?afce, eternal Me* ! 
Oh ! 'twas a heart infpiring fight 
To fee the leader of ttie fight, 

His-honour'd chieftain mcti ; 
'Twere worthy BCONAftOTti's firei • 
That wond'ririg ages fltiB admire, 

To paint them as they greet : 
This, on his panting toil-warri fteed, 
( Whofe finewy liiftbsv arid ample eye, 
Still mark'd his riobl6 arieeflry, 

And pure Arabian breed ;) 
With loofe and eafy g^utfe 1 fafc» 

That fljew'd his tods weifc eter ; 
While ardent eye, and Brow elate, 

Befpoke the cowqaeror. 

A foldier's cap adoftftt Hi BrW, t 
His looferied reins at random flbw? 
While in his bridle haridi hi* Wade* 
Bent in the fight, aflat* was laid. 

Such, tho' he fewer years had tbld. 
And loir the felh, and fknglriod vefii 
The iron cuiras bound his breaft, 

Of fable chafed with* gold ; 
Such, Eowar» rod^froittCre^/^p&ip, 
Strew'd by his hand 1 with- Frenchmen flap 



* Michael Aageta. 

+ AforagbgcaprffiniraMitn «• lat hWiof bwt» loR « 

the purfut. 

2 2 
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fcirft crown'd with wreath of vi&ory, 
Td-greet his royal parent's eye ; 
And in his father's praife and king's regard 
To reap a fon's, and fubjecVs, beft reward ; 
While like the royal fire revered, 
Of form aoguft, our Chief appear'd. 
Mark how his honour'd locks of fhow 
Become the vet'ran warrior's brow ; 
hocks that the whizzing (hot has wav'd, 

When on La Plata's fide, 
The leaden ftorm he fearlefs braved. 
By heav'n's proteaing mandate fav'd, 

Or he had; furely died. 
His horfei beneath his honoured load, 
With lofty pqrt exulting trod, 
Nor did the king, in warmer pfarafe. 
Extol thf fable warrior's praife. 
Than did our brave Auqhmuty greet 
Gillespie op die foe's defeat, 

With heartfelt tritwiph's glow ; 
He, glad, received the foldier's meed, 
* Praife from #« prais'd, is ftme indeed,* 
And offered tribute of a fteeoV 

Juft captured from the foe ; 
The horfe that on this fetal mora, 
Brave Ja»sse»s k> the" fighxhad home* 
Nor was from valiant Gibbs; withheld* 

An ample fhare of fame ; 
How near the chances of the fiel4 
For him, in fiery death had feal'd 
A never dying name ; 



I. 
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So well th' exploding battery * 

Had chartged his garments fcadet <!ye^ 

It feetned,, as if the hero wore 

The fable weeds of woe 1 
For thofe brave youths, lamented fore. 
He led this morn, but never mote 

Shall lead againft die foe. 
Full tedious were the vcrfe to tell, 
Of all who ferved their country weB* 

On this aufpieious day ; 
All nobly played a Briton's part ; 
All, had their bard a Homer** art* 

Might well defeFve a lay.— 
But while the warrior's fame I ling; 
Shall I not brufh the grateful firing, 

To found «oe honour'd name ? 
Him, who the path to conqueft pUrfd, 
(Nor rifk of fame, or life her fpar'd. 
But for his country nobly dared ;) f 

His patriot seal, his {age oommaad, 
Tt^o' feas unknown before, that roll, 
O'er hidden qukUand, rocky and ffroal* 

Sent forth hitv fleet, his martial hand 

To tread the road to feme : 



—dm 



• Col. Gibbf and Capt. fifaefctfton { Afcfe d* Camp to H. fc. Sfr 
Samuel Ai*chmuty) wfco wat rtear Met* w«te tatfe bfowri itpfeedifr 
Usee by the explofion in No, t. Redoubt, hi wbicb they then wet* 
. t-Aey«n« wW yokmtirity «*fofttf ttWStf fo tfiec&mtctf of 
Batavia, with the character it tken bofe^ wiy I (hiok jlrfUpfto iwl 
tiot to have (pared rifit <tflife # 



What tho' my Grain bfc haf fli, and ru^ 
The voice of Britain's gfatifcide * 

Shall worthier guefdon pay ; 
"When Prince, and. grateful Senate owhi 
That Mi*to's placid firrnnefe gave, f 
The Ifles that deck the Eaftef n waVe,- 
Three brilliant gems to England** etom 

And hail his profp'rous fway. 
But now what fweet emotions burn, 

In many a faithful fcreaft ? 

fweet reward ! a fwift reUfcrn, 

To thofe, that fad Our abfende mourn; 

With whom alone w$e biefstt 
When firft aC duty's Item command 

1 left my mvfch-loved native land, 
And bid adieu to Britain's ifie,J 
My rifing forrowS to beguile, 
Forward, extfKftig fancy flew, 

And future joys po&rKayeri to view : 
Then, as wkhtn me meltsring bay; 
Our barks i&U rente, this humbte fey 
My yo«t*tfu4 Mufe d&yed to ling, 
And ractery ftracfc tfte Jarring ftring j 
Rude as it way, the lay I kwed, 

^Lad-oft a. iblace it has proved, 
When ftraying. on Sicilians (houe 

I head Gharybdis hoar fely war* 



\ 
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* Thtnku>Ptfce Htrafo of Eords, and of tSe ffoufe of Commons, 
t Alluding to hit Lord&ip's motter, «* fuaviter et flbrtiter." 
% In the expedition thit &iM under Sir Jimee Crete in iloj* 



Then, c»urt$©us reader, kindly deign 
To hear the foWier's parting ftrain* 



THE DAY OF RETURN, 

4b! who that at home, oq his own peaceful 
pillow, 
Securely coul4 reft, would (wch bappineft' 
fpurn, 

And venture hia fcfo o'er the high foaming 
billow* 

To.his bpwc, and hi* friend*, perteps ne'er 
to return? 



•' 



Yet in yon crowded bark, on the w»ve proud- 
iyndmg, 
With hearts, in the caufc of their country 
that' born, 
A hoft of her heroes, the (low winds are 
chiding 
That {hall bear them from hence ; ah ! how 
few may return ! 



Jjkyn tongs each brave foldier* to bound o'er 
the ocean, •% 

That the foei of his qjuntry her vigour may 
learn ; 
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He dreams not of danger, but fVeet the 
emotion, 
That fteals o'er bis heart, when he thinks of 
return. 

When his wife bids adico, broken hearted at . 
parting, 
As fobctaed by her anguifh, he lean? o'er tfoe 
ftern, 
The iff-reftrained ttar, from his manly eye 
ftarting, 
He bids, her e%pe& the fWeet day of return. 

lilki the horrors of battle, when wounded and 
fainting, 
Ob the cold earth he lies, yet difdaining to 
mourn ; 
Then fancy (hall cheer him, in dreams fweetly 
painting, 
The raptures that wait on the day of return. 

When vi&orious at length, to his owrr happy 
dwelling, 
O'er the billow he- hies, td fair Albion 
borne ; 
How each* danger efeaped, the fell tidfcrof joy 
##welling, 
Shall heighten the^blMs of the day of return. 
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